CHAPTER XLIV
OLD CAPTAIN AND HIS SUCCESSOR
CAPTAIN and I were great friends.   He was a
noble old fellow, and he was very good company.
I never thought that he would have to leave his
home and go down the hill, hut his turn came, and this was
how it happened.   I was not there, but I heard all about
it.
He and Jerry had taken a party to the great railway sta-
tion over London Bridge, and were coming back, somewhere
between the bridge and the Monument, when Jerry saw a
brewer's empty dray coming along, drawn by two powerful
horses. The drayman was lashing tis horses with his
heavy whip. The dray was light, and they started off at
a furious rate. The man had no control over them, and
the street was full of traffic. One young girl was knocked
down and run over, and the next moment they dashed up
against our cab; both the wheels were torn off and the cab
was thrown over. Captain was dragged down, the shafts
splintered, and one of them ran into his side. Jerry, too,
was thrown, but was only bruised. Nobody could tell how
he escaped; he always said 'twas'a miracle. When poor
Captain was gotten up, he was found to be very much cut
and knocked about. Jerry led him home gently, and a sad
sight it was to see the blood soaking into his white coat and
dropping "from his side and shoulder. The drayman was
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